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Chapter 1: A Grave Mistake
Chapter Text
The first time she ate another person she hadn’t thought much of the taste, beyond it being ‘good’ and edible. Her starving body simply craving something—anything to eat.

Still it didn’t taste like what people in movies always mentioned, it wasn’t soft nor tough in a way it was just another meat type to her now. It was a shame she couldn’t just buy it on demand, but in a way that only added to the thrill. She was doing things people thought were despicable, a path that only the most deranged had gone down.

And she was one of those people, the moment they ate their parents it became less about survival for her. Instead, she reveled in the feeling of control, a feeling Ashley only had over Andrew. But for even a fraction of a second felt over her mother as well.

Even when she had them at gunpoint all tied up, the uncomfortable sensation of what if had lingered. She wouldn’t admit it, but it did scare her, not in the way watching Hypegore Splatterbrains 2 for the first time did, of course.

What if they managed to free themselves? Maybe Andrew would listen to what their mom had to say and leave her. Except he hadn’t, he stuck by her side despite their mother’s manipulation.

When she had heard her mother imply the only reason Andrew stuck by her side, Ashley wasn’t sure what to make of it. Sure, they were much closer than normal siblings, and did have thoughts crossing that line as a teenager a fair amount.

Though she did everything to keep it at that, just the horny musings of a teen. Ashley could still remember her puberty so clearly, how Andrew no longer wanted to help wash her hair—something a small part of her was happy about. The discomfort she felt about her own body was at its peak, her brother definitely in the same boat.

The way his hands got bigger than hers, rougher when he clung onto her at night—until she kicked him out of bed. Though she was glad he was there for her, getting her menstruation products when neither of their parents would. The difference between them more obvious than ever from that point forward.

Even now, she couldn’t forget how her older brother stared at her neck when she first bought her choker. Since then, he was less and less her Andy, and more Andrew who left her alone at home. He no longer was her sweet Andy who would play with her, spend hours with her.

Ashley hated that time, watching him hop from girl to girl. While she would never tell him, she really thought he was going to abandon her. But now Andrew wasn’t that different any more instead he still was her sweet Andy who did as told. Who had let out a sigh of relief when their parents were truly dead. That part really made her wish they killed them sooner, before any parasites showed up. Both of them probably would have felt better.

Though she didn’t really know how they didn’t get caught in that scenario. Even now while they drove the second hand car, their new fake IDs in their pockets, Ashley still wasn’t sure if they were okay. Their trip to the motel had worked out, somehow yet ever since then something was off.

Between her and Andy, the world around them also seemed different, a tension she just couldn’t shake. It didn’t help that Andrew was distant, despite having seen how close they might get, and Ashley wasn’t sure what to say. The distance between them only seemed to be increasing with each mile.

Ashley’s head fell against the window, watching the streetlights flicker as they drove through narrow streets. Sighing, she glanced towards her brother, finally breaking the silence when she asked him if they could stop by a corner shop.

“Can’t this wait until tomorrow?” He replied, his eyes still on the road. Raising an eyebrow, Ashley couldn’t help but notice the tension radiating from him, his eyes darting around constantly.

“Andrew?” Seeing him like that raised some red flags, her brother was always cautious, thinking ahead of what might happen. But in that moment he seemed downright paranoid. “It’ll be a late night snack, plus you should rest. We've been driving all day.”

Not to mention, Ashley was starving, though she wasn’t going to tell him that part. Already able to predict the outburst, he would have if he knew.

“… Fine.”

Letting out a small cheer, Ashley tried to throw her arms around him, only for Andrew to scream about how he was still driving. Laughing, she apologized before joining him in the search for a corner store.

“Oh, there is one!” Leaning forward in her seat, pointing towards a small store on the corner. Not noticing how Andrew sat up straight in his seat, squinting trying to see into the dimly lit store.

In the end, he parked next to the curb. Putting on his warning lights while telling Ashley to keep her spending habits in check, who had already jumped out of the car, stretching her legs.

Leaving her brother behind she dipped into the store, though Andrew wasn’t far behind, still on edge. A little chime rang out when he set foot into the store, the door falling shut.

Ashley had disappeared into one of the narrow aisle, leaving him alone at the counter, watching over his little sister from a distance. Closing his eyes, he leaned against it, resting his eyes even if it was only for a moment.

Dozing off, his head tipped forward, until a voice he never thought he would never hear again pulled him out of his dreams, the fears he felt about coming here given legitimacy. Looking at Julia’s face, her concerned face, brought back so many memories. Things that he tried so hard to forget, now were dug up like an old grave.

“Hey…” He mumbled, keeping his voice down. His ex really was the last person he wanted to see, especially with their recent homicide streak, she had a high chance of becoming another one of Ashley’s victims. Really, her harassment and stalking would look like child's play if his sister got her hands on Julia.

“Did you um get out of quarantine before that fire…?”

“Well, yeah…”

Awkwardly, they spoke with one another, catching up on whatever came to mind. Until the topic of his sister came up, a wave of vitriol hit him listening to how she spoke of Ashley lamenting the much trouble it must be living in a car together.

His eyes drifted towards the pens on the counter, how easy it could be to drive one through her temple—turn the corner store into the next crime scene. His sister would probably like that.

Yes Ashley was a handful, but she was his sister, his precious little Leyley who relied on him for so much, after all he truly was all she had now.

After the ‘vision’ they both had seen, the dark thoughts that clouded his mind became harder to control. He could no longer fit in—yet he didn’t want her touching him like that, he couldn’t stain her. Exhaling, he told Julia it was fine, plastering a smile on his face.

“We’re making it work.”

“But you’re the only one driving, right? Must be exhausting.”

Her hand came up towards her cheek, lightly caressing it while she spoke of how tired Andrew looked.

Pulling his face away, his eyes darted around the store, if his sister saw shit would hit the fan. Thank god she hadn’t—there were too many cameras too many eyes that he couldn’t account for.

“Andrew?”

“What?” His voice louder than he would have liked, some anger seeping into it. The faintest of cracks in his usual demeanor showing.

“N-never mind…” Stuttering, Julia turned her head away.

An awkward silence settled between them, neither away of Ashley listening in from the safety of the aisle. Until she called out to Andrew, poking her head out, asking if he could reach something for her.

“Sure.”

Looking at Julia again, he told he would be back in a moment.

The second he was out of view, Ashley grabbed him by the collar. Asking him what the fuck he thought he was doing.

“Listen, she just showed nothing more.”

“And you’re already totally willing to let her suck you off, aren’t you?”

“I’m not, you dumbass, we broke up.”

“Yeah and? One-night stands are a thing, Andy.” Pushing his buttons, Ashley started amping up her arguments, using the nickname he rejected to push him into a corner.

“Listen dumbass if you play nice we might get to sleep on an actual bed tonight if we play our cards right.”

“I don’t want to sleep on the bed you two fucked on, that’s actually gross, Andy.”

“Oh, shut up, we slept on mom and dad’s bed as well.”

“Do you have to remind me…?”

“Anyway, you could also sleep on the couch.”

“What, so you two can fuck?”

“Ashley… Enough of this, please.”

Crossing her arms, Ashley looked away, stalking off into a different direction while Andrew grabbed a random chips bag off the shelf she supposedly couldn’t reach.

Walking after his sister, Andrew grabbed her by the arm, “listen, we don’t have time for your tantrums right now.”

Pulling her close to his chest, he held her from behind, his voice barely audible over her rapid heartbeat. “We can sleep comfortably without having to pay for a night, think of all the sweets you can buy with that money saved.”

“I guess… But I’m not leaving you in the same room as her.”

Shrugging, Andrew took a step back, “fine by me.”

Leaving his sister alone again, he began talking with Julia, slowly baiting her into letting them stay in her little student apartment. Though, she clearly did not enjoy the addition of Ashley, who was glaring daggers at her while they stood by the counter.

The car ride wasn’t much better, forcing Ashley to sit in the front, if she was allowed to sit in the back near the meat cleaver things definitely would go south.

“So… Had dinner yet?” Andrew awkwardly asked Julia, at least wanting to fill the silence with something. If he didn’t, he might not stop at the red light, but such a thing was far too risky.

“Not yet….” Julia mumbled, letting the conversation die instantly.

“Great talk everyone.” Ashley huffed, propping her head up against her hand. Wishing their slog of a car ride would be over soon. Which thank god it was soon enough.

Awkwardly, the three of them sat together, crammed on the couch in front of the TV. Idly playing with Ashley’s hair, Andrew watched ad after ad, wondering if there actually was a TV program at all.

Julia was also next to Ashley—who had forced herself between them, much to Andrew’s dismay. Unlike Andrew, though, she couldn’t just sit there idly watching TV, more uncomfortable than ever. Despite that, they were locked into a stalemate where no one would move, instead all crammed together on the couch.

The only noise between them was their silverware scraping against their plates, until eventually even that ceased. Standing up from the couch, Andrew broke the stalemate, announcing he would be cleaning up.

“Ashley, since we’re the guest’s here, give me a hand would you?”

“But the couch is much more comfortable.”

Not saying anything, he stacked their plates and grabbed his sister’s arm, dragging her into the small kitchen. Leaving Julia alone in the living room.

“The fuck was that for?” She snapped at him, yanking her arm back from his grasp.

“Listen, we need to talk and think for a moment.”

“Fine, come on mister genius, let me in on your amazing plan.”

“Well, first off, please play nice with her.”

“… Are you insane?”

Whispering to each other, the two siblings slowly began cleaning their plates and cutlery. Standing a little closer than most would, their shoulders pressed together in the narrow kitchen.

“We can’t just deal with her like with our parents.”

“Yeah, I didn’t see any candles, unless you know about some freaky sex closet you might have.”

“Ashley, please shut up.”

“Oh come on, mom and dad had candles for that reason, and you know it.”

“I don’t even want to think about what you’re implying.” Annoyed, Andrew glared at her, telling her to just be nice for a bit. “You two were friends as kids, surely you can at least be a little nice.”

“As if, she only cared about getting near you. But whatever, I’ll do it, if your plan doesn’t work though…”

“It will trust me.”

Going back into the living room, Ashley sat back down, saying Andrew was going on a neat freak spree—cleaning all the pans while he was at it.

“Um, Ashley?” Awkwardly, Julia glanced over at her, her voice so quiet, Ashley had to wonder if her hearing was going to shit. “Since Andrew said we would be sharing my bed, do you mind taking a bath…?”

“Are you implying I smell?” Ashley grumbled, while she would have loved to shout and really snap back at Julia, she also implicitly trusted her brother’s plan.

“N-no… I just would prefer it, that’s all.” Putting her hands up in a way that reminded Ashley of a red panda, Julia tried to take back her words.

“Yeah, yeah, just show me the stupid bath already.” She snapped, standing up and tapping her foot on the ground, hurrying Julia more than necessary.

Following the girl into the bathroom, Ashley looked around, completely ignoring her trying to explain how the bath worked. The only thing on her mind was if Andy would be mad if she bashed Julia’s skull into the tub spout. He definitely was going to be furious, yet that didn’t stop her from fantasizing about it.

How many times would she have to repeat the motion? Her dirty used body slumping forward while the beautiful white marble was dyed red, perhaps she could draw a bath, letting blood mingle with warm water. A bath bomb that fit Ashley's tastes.

Shaking her head, she tried to pull herself from the fantasies that played out in her mind.

“Um, I’ll let you borrow my pajamas unless you have some…?”

Pajamas huh, when was the last time I had those? Thinking to herself, Ashley told Julia she would have to borrow them, pretending to be a little more like her brother while lamenting the loss of her clothes due to the fire.

The moment she was left alone, Ashley looked into the filling bathtub, thinking about the pajamas comment more than she should. The last time she had something even remotely close, it had been Andrew’s old shirts—she would wear them until they were falling apart.

It was only when Julia handed her the spare pair she could use that Ashley realized the two weren’t comparable whatsoever. The soft fabric felt wonderful between her fingers, it was weird, incredibly weird.

“Why…?” She muttered, looking towards her brother’s ex, who she had been awful towards at every turn, she was supposed to hate Ashley back. She just had to be using this as an excuse to reunite with her brother.

“Because you both look exhausted.”

The reply she got sounded honest—Ashley couldn’t trust it, there must be more to it. No one was that kind, especially not whores like Julia.

“As if I believe that.”

Sighing, Julia just shook her head, invading Ashley’s personal space pulling the hair tie out, her hair falling down against her shoulders. “Then you don’t.”

Taking a step back, Ashley told her to piss off, to which she replied with a sharp no.

“You two both look skinnier than I’ve ever seen you.” Timidly, she added that she could clearly see Ashley’s bones in various places.

“Oh, we’re ogling me now that you’ve ditched my brother?”

“No!” Protesting, Julia tried to explain that she just was worried about them.

“If you’re so worried, then why didn’t you try to bring us food months ago?”

“That’s…”

Frustrated, Ashley told her to just leave her to bathe already, completely done with the pity party she was throwing for them.

If she doesn’t I might actually use that razor. Her eyes shifted towards the shaving kit left behind on the sink, seeing that Julia really got the hint, dipping out of the bathroom.

Locking the door, Ashley leaned against it, part of her wanted to listen in, but the faster she was done bathing the better. Stepping away from it, she threw off her clothes, only stopping to look at herself in the mirror.

Julia was right—her bones were much more visible in some places. Sighing, Ashley’s looked at her own body some more, just what did that slut have that she didn’t? Why did Andrew want them to play pretend so badly, was a comfortable bed really that important? The more she thought about it, the more her frustration grew.

Dragging her fingertips over the stretch marks on her hips while finding more flaws, a few odd scars here and there on her arms and legs from rough housing when they were kids. Were those small imperfections enough for him to abandon her? Leaving her to rot in the apartment of their parents, where she could hear them fuck all night the moment their dearest son was gone.

“Whatever.”

None of it mattered according to the vision. She didn’t have to worry about anything, Andrew would be hers at some point, surely. Crossing taboo after taboo together with her.

Dipping her toes into the hot water, Ashley slowly sat down, until eventually most of her body was submerged into the water. Staring at the ceiling, she tried to think about what to do next.

Once they left, Andrew would have to sing her more praises than ever for not murking Julia. Like seriously, if he wants a bed that bad, we can just go to a motel.

Sliding all the way down into the water, Ashley stayed there until she absolutely had to get air again.

No matter what she did, she couldn’t get those vengeful thoughts out of her head, trapped underneath; rage, scorn, misery, payback for what Julia took from her. Sent her straight to hell, no forgiveness, no escape, she would get to rest in pieces.

“What did Andrew always say? You reap what you sow?”

They were in too deep now, who cares if they added another murder to the list. She certainly didn’t—especially not the murder she so desperately wanted to commit.

“Stupid Andrew.”

Grabbing one of the body scrubs, Ashley poured the entire thing into the tub, if she couldn’t kill the girl, she could at least trash the place.

“What’s with all the noise?” Julia asked Andrew who was putting away the last of the clean utensils.

“Probably just Ashley playing with the water, we’ve never had a bath in any of our homes.”

Not questioning him, Julia opened the cupboard that hid a trash bin, throwing Ashley’s hair tie into it. Locked in place, Andrew watched her close the cupboard again, the knife he was about to put away still in his hand.

Reaching out towards her, he grabbed her by the shoulder, still holding onto the knife while he smiled.

If only I could butcher her right now.

His knuckles white while he pushed the knife into her hands, telling her she shouldn’t mix it with regular utensils.

“Right…” Backing away from him, Julia quickly put it elsewhere before practically sprinting to the living room.

“I really fucked up just now, didn’t I…?”

Gazing towards the cabinet with the trash can, Andrew opened it, digging out Ashley’s—formally their mother’s hair tie. How many years had it been since he had taken it from her and given it to Ashley…

He could still remember how angry their mother got once she found out, saying that he should have just bought some if it was such a big deal. His precious Leyley on the other hand was incredibly happy, a huge grin on her face that she could continue her drawings with her hair getting in the way.

He really couldn’t care about their mother’s opinions on it from that point onward, if Ashley desired it, Andrew would pull the sun from the sky. The moment they killed Nina, he knew he had found asylum in Ashley’s Armageddon eyes.

As he got older the feelings he wasn’t supposed to have grew stronger, when that warden had found her he truly knew. He would kill to kiss her apocalypse—cold and corrosive, a fatal diagnosis that made his heart pound.

No one could touch her—and neither could he.

That is what he would keep telling himself, stay in line and take care of her from the sidelines. Most of all, keep her at a safe distance from himself.

Hanging out in the doorway Andrew really took in the apartment's layout, where she had moved things ever since they broke up. A plan slowly forming in his head, he knew Ashley wanted Julia dead.

The whole reason he had forced her hand into letting them in was for that same purpose. With their parents he had been too scared, the shock of them still being alive, the other awful things he had done caught up to him.

But this time he was prepared, first thing in the morning he would take care of things his way.

Throwing open the door, Ashley stepped into the room, her barely buttoned up pajama shirt making Andrew’s gaze linger for much longer than it ever should.

Keeping his cool, he looked towards his ex, who was looking at him in a way similar to their mother had only a few days ago. Crap.

“Well, since Ashley’s all done, we’ll be heading to bed if that’s okay?” Quickly starting up a conversation, Andrew tried to not touch the subject.

“Urg, so I’ll be sleeping in your old love nest after all right?” Clearly not content with that Ashley tried protesting, earning a sigh from them both. Begging to not make this any harder than it had to be.

Walking over to her brother, Ashley poked his chest with her index finger, “you better treat me to a next level breakfast tomorrow.”

Giving her a sweet smile, he told her he would give her the best breakfast ever. With that Ashley accepted her fate, though Andrew wasn’t sure if she understood what he was implying.

Not that it mattered much, she would understand soon enough.

Laying in bed with her brother’s ex had to be the lowest point of her life. It didn’t help that she was trying to chat, saying this was just like a sleepover. Not that Ashley had ever been to one of those, the closest she got was those Andrew held at their place.

Her brother was the only one getting her involved in them, not wanting his precious sister to be left out. Even if it bothered his friends—until eventually they no longer came over, always inviting Andy and only Andy over.

It just reminded her of school, pretending she was fine while everyone around her had a better time. The lunches spent eating alone, all those times on the playground where everyone would avoid her.

Doodling alone at her desk until her brother could pick her up. Back then, her tears didn’t turn off once they arrived at home, sitting alone once more. Days feeling hollow.

Ashley really wished she could just twist a nob and turn Julia down. Kill the noise and drown her out. “Can you shut up already?” Ashley snapped eventually, adding that Julia could better use her time thinking about suicide again.

A quiet gasp came from behind her, making Ashley roll over, a shit eating grin on her face. “What, did you really think I wouldn't notice the band-aids and razor?”

“And who’s fault do you think that is!” Julia cried out while Ashley grabbed onto her wrists, her nails digging into old cuts.

“Hahaha, if only you actually went through with it.” Ashley cooed, “how many times do I have to say it? Kill yourself.”

She could just barely make out the teary-eyed girl's face in the dark, how he had longed for this, seeing her brother's whore of an ex broken.

“Want me to help you? It’s down the road after all, not across the street like you seem to think you attention seeking slut.” Dragging her nails down Julia’s arms, Ashley continued insulting her.

“Let go of me!”

“So you can finally jump? Be my guest.” Letting go, Ashley got off her, letting her run straight to the living room where she heard plenty of commotion.

Frustration grew when she realized Andrew might try to stop Julia—putting an end to everything Ashley desired in a single moment. Scrambling, she raced to the door, throwing it open to see what was happening.